


The ft»6 Noble Xi»fme£ 

Emil, That were a fbame Sir, 

While I have horfes: take your choice,and What 
You want at any time,let me but know it ; 

If you ferve faithfully, I dare affure you 
You'l finde a loving Miftris* 

Are. If I doe not. 

Let me finde that my Father ever hated, 

D,fcrace,and blowcs. 

Thef» Go lcadc the way; you have woti it s 
It (hall be fo ; you (hall receavc all dues 
Fit for the honour you have won ; Twer wrong elie, 
Siftcnbelhrew my heart.you have a Servant, 

That if I were a woman, would be Maftcr, 

But you are wife.- Fhw- 

Emil. I hope too wife for that Sir. Exeunt mm. 

Scxna 6. Enter laylors'Daugbter Alone. 
Daughter. Let all the Dukes, and all the diyells rore, 
He is at liberty : I have venturd for him. 

And out I have brought him to a little wood 
A mile heace.l have fent him, where a Cedar 
Higher than all the reft Spreads like a plane 
Fall by a Brooke,and therehe (hall kcepe dole. 

Till Iprovide him Fyles.and foode.for yet 
His yron bracelets are not off. O Love 
What a ftout hearted child thou art ! My Father 
Durft better have indurd cold yron, than done it : 

I love him, beyond love,aad beyond reafon. 

Or wit,or fafctie : I have made him know it 
1 care not, I am defpcrate,lf the law 
Finde me, and then condemne mefor’t; fome wenches, 
Somchoneft harted Maidey,will ling my Dirge. 

And tell to memory, my death was noble. 

Dying almoft a Martyr : That way he takes, 

I purpofe is my way too i Sure he cannot 
Be fo unmanly, as to leave me here. 

If hedoe,Maides will not fo eafily 

Truft men againe * And yet he has not thank’d me 

For what I have done ; nonet fo much askift me, 
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TheTw* Noble Klnfhtett. 

And that(methinkes) is not fo well ; norfcarcelf 
Could I per fwade him to become a Freeman* 

He made fuch fcruples of the wrong he did 
To me,and to my Father. Yet Ihope 
When he confiders more,this love or mine 
Will take more root within him : Let him doe 
What he will with mc,fo he ufe me kindly 
For ufe me fohe (hall, or ile proclaime bins 
And to his face, no-man : lie prefcntly 
Btrovide him neceffaries»and packe my cloathes up, 
And where there is a path gF ground lie venture 
So hec be with me ; By him, like a (hadow 
lie ever dwelljwithin this houre the whoobub 
Will be all ore the prifoit : I am then 
Killing the man they looke for s farewell Father; 

Get many more fuch prifoners,aitd fuch daughters. 
And (hortly you may keepe your felfe. Now to him; 
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Scaena I. Enter esArcite alette. 

Arclte . The Duke has loft Hypolita; eachtooke 
A fevcrall land. This is a (olerane Right 
They owe bioomd May, and the tsftheniaus pay it 
To’th heart of Ceremony i O Queene Emilia 
Fre(her then May,fwecrer 
Then hir gold Buttons on the bowes,or all 
Th’enamelld knackeso’ch Meade.or garden, yes 
(We challenge too) the bancke of any Nymph 
That makes theftreame feeme flower sjthou o Jewel? 
O’th wood,o’th world, haft likewife blefta pace 
W ith thy foie prefence, in thy rum ination 
That I poore man might eftfoones come betweeae 
Andchoponfomc cold thought,thrice bleffed chance 
To drop on fuch a Miftri$,expe<ftation 
ffiofl gilrlefle on*t : tell me O Lady Fortune 
(Next after Emely my Soveraigne Jh©w fas' 

F s 


Cornet* in 
fundry placet, 
Naifc and 
hallowing a* 
people a May- 
sng* 



